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exacting duties, nothing but the rest in safety of having no further to
fall."
I could not accept this concept of Christianity. All of us had to live
within very narrow confines, but the fact that we were thus restricted did
not prevent us from living a good life.
He answered: "Quite. If all people were like you the world might
be quite tolerable, but what the world would be like if all were like
myself, I daren't contemplate. There is room in the world for one Shaw
only and, as we have proved, there is yet no room for a Christ. His
followers would be the first to disown him if He appeared."
"Especially if He came as depicted by Holman Hunt."
"He would be crucified and I, Barabbas, the agitator, would swing
by his side. People are so wicked that their life would be miserable
without the consolation of religion. The Press would, of course, be
there, all clamouring for interviews and articles at reduced rates!"
There was no sight of sky, the crowded young conifers created a
dead stillness and not a bird was heard. We walked on in silence, he
slashing at the resisting nettles and I repairing the frail wire which is
supposed to prevent the entrance of never-present trespassers. A fat rat
darted across and was soon lost in the wood.
"I used to do this regularly, I had to create this path for my own use,"
he said, "thirty years ago it was just a wild mess here. I had quite a job to
clear it. Somebody must take the Garden of Eden in hand and weed
it properly."
"I don't like the thought of your walking alone along this path."
He pointed to the murderous slasher and laughed.
"As a matter of fact, I had quite a fall once and remained helpless on
the nettles for quite a time. Have you ever tasted boiled nettles?"
"Yes, it tastes very much like spinach and is an excellent cure for
nettle rash," I answered.
"Oh? No doctor would ever say so. For every illness there is a
natural cure, but it wouldn't pay a doctor to admit it. I have always
claimed that if the doctor were only paid when he actually cured you,
or at least kept you in good health, he would not exploit illness. I hold
the extremely unorthodox view that to write well one should be well.
I know men who cannot write until they have drugged themselves into
insensibility by drink, tobacco and stale air. I've found that I write more
when under the influence of drink; but it is only quantitative and not